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When I saw my first demonstration of television it was little more than a shadowgraph. Peering through a magnifying lens I saw dancing shadows, as in a glass darkly. Baird explained the numerous difficulties still to be overcome, including the apparently insuperable one that television on a medium wavelength would wipe out every sound transmission in the country. I went away disbelieving in its future. Then, in the office, I met the night news editor—a Fleet Street man named Thorpe of wide and varied experience.
I began to explain my doubts. He said: "I don't know anything about the technical side of it, but I am completely convinced that television—proper television—will one day become a commonplace." He was right and I was wrong. I am now convinced that Aldous Huxley's forecasts will fall short of future achievements. The next generation may well see something surpassing the "all super-singing, synthetic talking, coloured stereoscopic feely, with synchronised scent organ accompaniment." Imagination is always the pathfinder for invention, though, curiously enough scientists are apt to scoff at prospects beyond their immediate horizons.ng financial support. He and his asso —notably A. G. D. West, who left the B.B.C. to joi Baird Company—made striking progress. It was the b dissapointments of his life Avhen, after a period of e: ment, the B.B.C. eventually adopted the Marconi-I system of transmission for high-definition television reason being that the Baird method included a niech; element.
